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Who's The Lucky Guy? 


| hope you'll enjoy this short one-shot! Happy Ficmas! 


"Duff, we need to talk" 


Duff had just put some restaurant's leftover in the fridge and gotten himself a fresh bottle of beer when Axl 


walked into the kitchen area. 
"About?" 


Axl looked outside the kitchen to make sure no one was around, except for Steven who was passed out on the 
couch but he didn't count since Axl was convinced that their drummer could sleep through an earthquake of a 


q4 magnitude on the Richter scale without budging. 


| know what you're doing," Axl replied 

Duff frowned and took a sip of beer. 

"Meaning.. Am drinking beer?" 

"Don't fuck with me. | know what you're doing and you're going to stop." 
Axl could be weird but that was pretty cryptic, even for his standards. 
"You got any subtitles here? Not following." 

Duff walked out of the kitchen, passing Axl without looking at him and hoping this would be it. 
"Stay here. We have rehearsal tonight. Leave him alone." 

The tall blond stopped and turned around. 

"Leave who alone?" 

"You know who l'm talking about.” 

Duff sighed. 

"Fuck, Axl.. No, | don't know who or what you're talking about" 


Axl nervously shoved one hand in his jeans pocket and pulled out his lighter. He took the pack of cigarettes 
that was in his shirt pocket and lit one up. 


‘lm talking about Izzy." 
Duff took another sip of beer. He stared at Axl and didn't say anything. 
"Black hair, skinny, king of sarcasm rhythm guitar Izzy. Rings any bell?" 


"l'm tired, Axl. | just wanna go in my room, finish my beer and take a nap before we go rehearse and then go 
out and get drunk" 


"Sure, but before you do all this, I'm telling you to leave Izzy alone. You stop eyeing him up when we get 


Together and we play on stage or we rehearse." 


Duff coughed and scratched the side of his head. 


"Eyeing him up?" 


"Yeah. | know what you think about when you look at him the way you do and l'm telling you right away, no. No 
fucking way." 


"You're crazy." 

"Ah, ah. That'd do for a rice song title, but no, I'm not" 

Duff shrugged and turned his back to Axl to continue on his way to his room. 

"Listen, I'm serious. | know you're hooking up with guys." 

The bassist turned around. 

"Soe" 

"So you're not trying anything with him." 

So far, Duff thought he had done a pretty good job at acting casual and playing dumb. At least, he had done 
the best he could but for some reasons, Axl had noticed. Maybe Axl hadn't and he had imagined things - it 
wouldn't have been the first time that his paranoiac tendencies were making him think or see things that 
weren't. Though in this case, yes, he was right, even if it was a coincidence of his delusional mind. Duff had 
been busy checking Izzy out at any opportunity he had. He wasn't sure when it had started but it had been a 
while now. 

Duff decided that if acting oblivious and denying were not successful strategies, he would use another one. He 
would normally avoid confrontations, especially with Axl, so perhaps that would have the right surprise effect 


and shut him up. Or maybe it would be a huge mistake.. There was only one way to find out. 


"Okay, let's say your insane theory about me having my eyes on Izzy is true, just for the sake of argument.. 


Why is it a problem for you?" 

Axl squinted his eyes and took one more step in Duffs direction 
"Why? You're asking me why?" 

Duff stared at Axl and took another long sip of beer. 

"Yes, I'm asking you why." 


Axl glared at Duff. 


"He's my best friend. Nobody's gonna ruin the band or mess with him. If anyone has to do that, it will be me." 
Duff's eyes widened and he almost choked on the last gulp of beer he was still swallowing 

"Wh... What?" 

"Don't fucking make me repeat myself, You heard me" 

"You... Want..2" 

‘Listen, | don't want, I. tm just saying, if Izzy had to.. Be with one of us, it would have to be me" 

Duff waited a few seconds to make sure he had swallowed and then doubled-over. 

"You? With another guy?" 

"He's not another guy! He's special" 


Duff was trying to catch his breath and stop laughing when he looked up at Axl and saw him looking way too 


serious. 
"Oh, shit.. You mean it, don't you?" 
"Duff, we're not talking about me." 


"Yes, we are. Now, we are. You want him, don't you? You're just too chicken to tell him but you so want to do 


him... 
"Fuck you!" 

‘Is that a request?," Duff joked. 

"| swear, McKagan, shut the fuck up and stop fantasizing about him!" 

"Oh, so now | can't have him but | can't even jerk off thinking about him? You're mean." 


Axl, forgetting the height difference between him and his bassist, grabbed Duff by the collar of his denim 


jacket and pushed him against the corridor wall. 
"Don't push me... Just.. Don't. Talk. About. Him. Like. That. He's mine." 


Axl and Duff were both too busy arguing to notice the front door opening and closing and they also hadn't 


noticed that a slender dark hair silhouette was leaning against the corner of the corridor wall a few feet away 


from them. 


Izzy had his arms crossed and his usual poker face on, with the ghost of a smirk threatening to make an 


appearance any moment now. 

"Who's the lucky guy?" 

Axl and Duff's heads simultaneously turned towards the end of the corridor where Izzy was standing when 
they heard his voice. They both froze for a few seconds and then Axl let go of Duff's jacket and stepped back 
from him. 


"What?" he asked. 


Izzy's gaze went from Axl to Duff and then back to Axl. He licked his lips and then put a cigarette in his 


mouth. He took a long drag and exhaled the smoke slowly. 


"Sounds like you're fighting over fucking a guy.. Which is a tad surprising but leaving that fact aside... | wonder 


who caught your attention" 
Is not about that," Duff started to say. "It was.. A joke. Like.. We were just.. You know...” 
"It was a rhetorical chat," Axl butted in. 


Izzy cocked an eyebrow and chuckled. They were both so bad at lying, especially Axl. Axl was the worst, even if 
he thought he was great at it. 


The guitarist pushed himself off the wall and walked up to his bandmates. He checked his watch. It was 430 


pm. 
"You guys were having a rhetorical chat at 430 in the afternoon? Wow.. Best cover-up story ever." 


Izzy continued on his way to his room, which he shared with Axl. Before turning left in the other hallway, he 
looked back at Duff and Axl who were still standing there. 


"Too bad | prefer girls.. Seems like getting into guys is quite exciting. I'm almost tempted now," he said before 
turning left into the bedroom hallway. 


"Shit..." Duff breathed out once he heard the bedroom door close and was sure that Izzy was out of earshot. 


"What do you think he heard?" 


Axl looked at him, his cheeks burning from embarrassment. 


"Doesn't matter what he heard or at what point he arrived in our conversation.. Believe me, that 


motherfucker already guessed who we were talking about" 


